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groined, tho whoela crunched faloTOu**"*" in (he
sand ol the n>nd. lt seeimd uh if tho vohicle
WOttld fall to piocos at any moment. The
atra** tnd Um aidebaairda both. showed dritd*
out blood stains. JIow many dying men had
this old oarl I mupht to tho hospital? How
ma* \ rtead men had il carried to thoir burying
pin..'"

l.ahorious'.y they movixl alone. It waa as
" the inisenihle. horse folt the menace of the
towering smoke mass risinp over Boryslav like
sniricplpantio, fWmlesshcast. He dragged him-
Sfit along like a tormontod creaturo, lamo.l in
«]] hi.s Hipba, uho has no hope of escaping
a cruahing, on-ruahlng evit

Thc- ag*"d driver sat on tho fore rail. dull aml
hroo.iri.iv Kehind him tho wounded soldiers

ed softly.
Once, at ;i oross-roails, a aenUlMl hold up

the wagon.
He demanded tho password.
"Prince Knpenc," said tho peasant with

-i'r!;-.' difflculty.
"'I bj COUntei" pa. IWOtd*?"
'"Ki'l.'niea."
"!'
Tho ;-ti-..! trotted ahead.
"Nipht came. But darker than the night

WON th. monstrous smoke clouds which hlotted
.¦.it Uie heaven over Roryf-lav.
The wagon rattlod throuph a grove of

...-. The wind sang softly in the leaves.
lt swunded swoct and summerlike, as if this
l.irch wood know nothinp of the Russian terror
which hnd swept, hurninp and plundering, over

the Galician plain. Yet there were fresh
irraves under the wavinp, softly sinping
l.ranchrs.

Vnly a plaintive woman's voice came out
<.r tho darkness. A white hand was raised
imp!<>rinply out of the ahadOW.
"Ha

mt pulled the reins and rnnde a

crackling noiae with his toncrue. The horse

itoppod shoit and dropped it.- head.
The woman's voico pleaded:
"In God'a name. take me alonp! 1 can walk

no further."
The peasant made a motion of consent with

hi.- head. Pninfully the woman elamhered
into ihe wagon, crawled over the straw and
leaned againai thc* siloboard--close up to the

ng otfioer whose head was covered with a

l.lood-soaked bandape.
'li;,- hoi". to pull, and again the

whoels aighed and pr.-.aned.
The rays of a sonrohlight felt their way

throuph the darkness like the pale, naked arm

r.f some myr-terious phantom of tho air. For
a aecond the lloor of tho wagon was liphted up.
Tho lieutenant looked about and saw the

fact* of the woman, atill beautiful in s-pitc of
her diatreaa and h. r hapgardness. The black
hair hunp over her brow. In her bip eyes
there wai an expreaaion*of fear and entreaty.
The raya of the searchlipht shifted and all

war" dark apain. The lieutenant let ht? head
rrink. The face of the woman had eludpd him.
Me .-n-.iled sadly as if an allurinp vir-ion had
been vourhsafed him and then recalled.
The woman, who had seen nothinp, sat still

in the wagon, absorbed in her own painful
thought s. She had drawn up her knee.s. and
the pale. delicate hands were clasped about
tiiem.
The '-aptain dreamed in his heavy sleep.the

semi-coma which separates life from death.
Hia breath came rattling out of his shattercd
braaat Three poor creatures.separated

a Ma£azine Go

from one another by the misery which each
of them had to bear.
An hour passed-an uneasy and cheerlnss

rtermty.
The wapon rolled heavily over a wooden

blidpe. It s.Hin.lc.l like diatanl thunder like
the thunder ..f a battle far behind the m.nin

tains.
The captain raised him.-elf with ati effort

and thrust his head forward Thero wa* :i

martial flash in his eyes. The woman drew
back and croiiched timidly upainst the side-
bo.-.rd of the eart.
Then Ihe captain bepan to talk, ronfuscdly,

disconnectedly, as if tormented by fearful
visions. Memories seemed to empty them-
selves out of his darkeninp soul. Once paori
pictures of the friphtful Russian battles
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hid become insensible t.» the horrora of the
time.

The captain bepan to pasp for breath. H_
stretrhed out hin arm; his eyea burned with
i.'ut and almost stood out of their sockets,
a- if they saw some terrible catastrnphe beinp
ena. ted. Then the words came apain, escap-
inp painfully from the shattered cheat.warn-
Ing, rapinp, threateninp, as thouph they were

trying to ward off an imminent disaster.
"Halt! Halt! You, down there! Don't

rush the trench! Do you hear me? Don't po
forward! Don't po forward! They are squat-
tinp there concealed. With machine puns.
Now they fire. All dead, all. My lieutenant
ll dead. Lieutenant Hai"-
He didn't finish the name. His head sank

forward. His body seemed to crumple up. A
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la.-t iph came, and then a shudder ran throuph
all his hmhs.

With a half-suppressed cry the woman

rai.-ed herself. She leaned over, with the
upper half of her body toward the captain,
**rraaped hil laxly hanpin.r arms, propped his
chin and lifted the head, with its fixed and
itaring ey**. The woman cried:
"The name! Speak the name! It was not

I... itenanl Haljo '.' Speak! God in heaven,
onljr speak!"

Byl the Iip.-- of the captain remained dumb.
Whimpei inply the woman pleaded :

"It isn't so! It isn't so that it was

Lieutenant Haljo.-? Not Lieutenant Haljos!

leaningless

I.ueen Roadicea. Ihe First Woman

formed in his brain, and hi-- tremblinp lips
translated them into broken phra*-es.
"The Ruaaiana the Roaaiana.there in the

pine wood.in the trench. Don't you see the
trench. nien? Don't you see them? Back, you
fool. God in heaven.all gone, all loat!"

His voice died down to a whimper. The
woman closed her eyes in fe;ir and hoiTOr.
The lieatenant amiled in bia deep. ll

hand-- opened tenderly, as if they BOUgfai to

i-la.-p somethinp soft and sweet. His lipa
trembled a little, as if they were whisperinp a

name.
The old peasant on the aeal board did not

move his head. He had heard so often the
phantasies of dying soldiers. Hia aped soul
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ALBERT THE MALE - By Walter Lifipmann

Bf) ('nHrtrxjl of "The Nnr Rrpublic."

IN COLLEGE Albert achieved the ripht club
after many niphts of worry and a rather
strenuous campaipn conducted by his

mother. I saw somethinp of Albert in those

days when wc were freshmen together, and he
was always cordial when we were alone. In

public he did not know me so well, and there
were times in the month before his election
when he did not know me at all. I did not

mind, f..r I knew that election to the club
meant all the difference between success and
failure. Albert could have lost his degree and
lauphed about it with the feeling of a pood
loter, but the club he required to give mcan-

ing t<> his life. He "made" it, and was never

I have looked for him. I have not been able
to find his regiment."

Softly weeping, she sank back and resumed
her bn.oding attitude.
The lieutenant in the corner kept on smiling.
Did he see always in his dream the beauti¬

ful, sad face of the woman which the ray of
the searchlipht had revealed?

All at once he bepan to sinp.
None of the words could be understood. It

was a song out of the twilight of the soul,
melodiouB, thouph broken; it was a dreamy
love song from the sunny plains of Hunpary,
sweet like the nightingale music of far-off
violins.
The woman raised her head. Her soft weep-

inp stopped. Slowly she groped toward the
lieutenant. The straw rustled under her
hands and kneer*. The wheels creaked under
the cart. The hoofs of the horse beat monoto-

nously on the road. In the distance the liphts
of Lubienko shone.

But she heard and saw none of those thinps.
The .-oft tones played stranpcly with her soul.
Wonderful images arose like a tender plow of
sunrise out of the lost shadows <>f the nierht
and a sweet hope blossomed in her mind. She
lifted her face to the dreamer; her lips almost
touche.l his tremblinp mouth. It was aa if
she wantod to drink the sonp from his lips.
Slowly, tenderly, implorinply she said:

"I- it not so? It was not Lieutenant
Haljos?"

But no answer came. The eyes of the
dreaminp man remained closed. Only the

melody of the love sonp erossed his lips.
And the woman listened, spellbound by the

sweetness of the sonp.

Shyly ahe laid her hands on his shoulders.
They yielded under the g-entle pressure. The

.ye- opened, the lips ceased to move. A won¬

derful lighl came out of the man's eyes. Then
the lids sank and the body collapsed.
The woman remained quite motionless until

the wapon stopped before the hospital door.
The driver bent over and saw that both the

men were dead.
"I thoupht," he said indifferently, "that I

should never pet them to Lubienka alive. Get
out, please, lady. We are there."
The woman looked at him with bip, starinp

eyes. Then she nodded obediently and pot out

of the wagon. The light which came from the
hospital illumined her face. It. was alto-

pether tranquil. The set features had a won¬

derful effect of beauty. A soft smile wreathed
her delicate mouth.
The peasant noticed this, was startled, and

stepped back reverently.
Calmly. without looking to either side, the

woman walked away. She lived no lonper in
the fearful present. She lived only in the
sweetness of the past.
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afterward seen without the striped necktie
which was its mark.

After praduation Albert entered his father's
bank and wa* elected to thc right club. From
these two foci Albert gathers all the opiniona
he displaya.
When everybody at the club cursed Rooae-

velt aa a socialist, Albert cursed him. Now
that everybody at the club admiros Roose-
velt, Albert ia wondering whether to join the
reinforced infantry diviaion for service in
Mexico.
He calls Haldune pro-Gorman and susp-vts

Mr. Asquith of coddling tha German prison¬
ers in England. I tell you this to indioa***-* that
the preat war has not found Albert want-
ing in imagination. As he says, Civiliz**tion
is at stake. The war has done much for A!-
bert's opiniona. Wh«»n it began he spc-ka of
democracy as the hope of the world, and cursed
the docility of the German Socialists.
Aa the months dragged on he met a number

of Englishmen and Frenchmen at his banlc and
his club. Albert felt a little out of it He
took to hating Joscphus Danials.
Soon a stream <>f oxpatriatod Americans

began to return, telling how America wa* de-
spised in Europe. This worried Albert, and
he began to talk of American honor.
At cotillon and bazaars and at the hor-e

show he discussed the loss of American viril-
ity, the love of soft ease, the incorrigibl*** pa-
cifism of the American workman and farmer.
He felt troubled about America. Then came

Albert's trip to London and Paris. I fear that
I cannot do it justice, for those two week?
mark Albert's erystallization as a leader of
thought and action. In London Albert went
out to dinner four times and to a week-end
party, and this experience convinced him that
America was a cheap place.
What America needs ia universal s*rvioe.

Plattsburg for everybody most of the time is
his ideal, and a complete philosophy of life it
is. Prepare for war because war ia God'.*
purge for the degeneracy of peace. Prepare
for peace because only the invincible nation
can insure peace. Hard physical work, says
Albert, will educate for citizenship, industry
and morals. All perplexitiea have left Albert,
not a very surprising thing, however, when
you remember that he haa never had many
perplexities to trouble him.

This ia Albert to-day, and with this equip¬
ment he f.aces the future. He is going to be
very rich and his power is sure to ne v.-ry
great. He will be quoted in the newspaper?.
He will dine with editors and statosmen.

It. ia distresning to think that he and his
kind will have the power to cause antagonism
or friendship with other nations, and that his
stubbornness and blindness may turn tha
..oming revolution into a disaster. I have no

great faith in Albert. I think it is the Al*
berts who ruled Europe and brought it to
ruin. I think it ia tha Alberts of Etoa and
Ox,ford who have --ompelled England to jtjud-
dle in blood, as i* ia the Alberts of Prus/ia
who thought blood and iron were the instru¬
ments of destiny.

I know Albert for* what he is. a charming,
well-mannered, uneonscious snob, who knowa
nothing of men outside his class, an unedu-
cated. untramed and shut-in person who haa
been born to power by the aecident of wealth.
You aea, I don't think with the socialista that
Albert is a malevolent, intelligent conspirator
with a hird heart. He is not malevolent, and
he is not intelligent.

L M. Glackens


